Jog Into Cemetery pre-Christmas 


Two parked in bony 
sun: a closure 


at all accounts, true occasion 
to resurrect respect- 


ive mates, as others plant stiffs. 
Sedans shoulder in. Past a livid 
Olds, out-angle they inexorably 


ah Love! not to worry. 
The skeletons of saints, even, twist. 


